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Malcolm ALLLLLZZLZLZZZZ222 


kept waiting for Malcolm X 

to make it to the drive-in, 
until realized the goldang movie 
is thirty-nine hours long, and so 
you can’t show the whole thing 
at a drive-in before the sun comes 
up. Sol packed a duffel bag full of 
food and emergency supplies and 
settled in at my local mega-cine- 
multi-barfo-plex, ready to watch 
Malcolm mow down the weenie 
whiteys. 

And it doesn’t take long, be- 
lieve you me, cause even before 
the titles start, the voice of 
Malcolm is telling us what mur- 
derers and oppressors and slime- 
eaters the white man is, and then 
they show the Rodney King tape 
over and over and over again, 
and I’m thinking, “All right, we 
are gonna see a major bloodbath 
here.” 

Nine hours later I’m still 
waiting for the movie to start. 

They shoulda called this 
sucker Malcolm Zzzzzzzzz. 

I should of known something 
was serious wrong when they 
did the big Ku Klux Klan house- 
burning scene, back when 
Malcolm is living in Nebraska. 
Malcolm’s house was attacked by the only chapter of 
the KKK in which even the horses are ashamed of 
themselves. The horses wear hoodsjust like the Klan 
members! Now that is some evil Klanspersons. 

Actually, it was even before that that I should of 
guessed something was out of whack here, cause the 
very first scene has Spike Lee strutting around 
Boston 1 in aneon 1 Zoot suit, tossing off one- er with 





Honest, officer, I spent all of it on the movie. 


Malcolm. And I’m thinking, “Great! Malcolm had a 
zoot-suit jitterbug sidekick who'll burst into tears, 
like all good sidekicks do, when Malcolm’s bullet- 
riddled body is sprawled on the floor at the end.” So 
Spike tosses off one-liners for about the first twelve 
hours of the movie, and then he disappears. Van- 
ishes. El] vamoose-o. He does the ultimate sidekick 
no-no, and fails to tie up the plot. 
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And I didn’t understand this 
until much much later, when I was 
flipping through the press kit for 
the movie, and I saw where the 
screenuriter is a white Jewish guy! 
It’s Arnold Perl, the guy who wrote 
and produced Tevya and His 
Daughters, which later became Fid- 
dler on the Roof! And I’m thinking, 
“What is this? The ultimate black 
movie was written by a Jewish 

y?” 

No wonder the horses wore 
hoods. This guy had not only never 
seen a Klan rally—he’d never seen 
a horse. 

Anyhow, it’s still a great movie. 
For those of you who haven’t seen it 
yet, it goes like this: 

After we watch Rodney King 
get the bejabbers beat out of him, 
Denzel Washington gets his hair straightened in a 
barber shop and has flashbacks about the hooded 
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Denzel Malcolm the preacher is a snoozefest ... 
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horses of the KKK breaking out the windows on his 
house. Time for the big Roseland dance-hall hoe- 
down musical number! 

Then Denzel Malcolm aardvarks in a car with 
Sophia the blonde white girl with too much lipstick, 
has a flashback about his father being tied to the 
railroad tracks by evil white racists like in a Dudley 
Doo-right cartoon and run over by a train, and then 
the evil white insurance man telling his mama that 
the insurance won’t cover it because it was suicide. 

So he tells Sophia the white girl to kiss his foot 
and feed him. And she does. And so he has a lot of 
trouble telling the black virgin nice girl why he can’t 
marry her, but we all know why—because the evil 
white girl gives him more sex. 

Then we have the scene where the evil white 
school teacher tells Malcolm he can’t be a lawyer, 
he'll have to be a carpenter instead. But Malcolm 
defies him and gets ajob selling food in the dining car 
of a train, and pretty soon he has enough money to 
wear a yellow zoot suit in Harlem and suck up to 
Archie the local West Indian gangster and become a 
numbers runner and go to Billie Holiday’s nightclub 
and buy a lot of jewels for Sophia the blonde foot- 
kissing white girl, and then to narrowly escape 
getting killed by Archie the gangster because he 
claims he had a number that Archie says he didn’t 
have. 

Finding himself a “victim of the American social 
order,” Malcolm organizes a burglary gang, becomes 
the boss of it by playing Russian Roulette with a half- 
Eyetalian, half-Negro named Rudy, then gets ar- 
rested while his head is stuck in a toilet and sen- 
tenced to ten years hard labor by an evil white judge 
and stuck in the solitary confinement hotbox by evil 
white guards because he won’t say his prison num- 
ber when asked to do so. 

Now it starts to get really boring, when a guy 


named Baines gives him some 
drugs and teaches him all about 
Elijah Muhammad, and how 
“God is black,” and “We are the 
original man, from the tribe of 
Shabazz” and “the true nature 
of the white man is wickedness” 
and “all white men are devils” 
and the only way to get out of 
“the prison of your mind” is to 
swear off drugs, liquor and white 
women, and pray to Mecca five 
times a day—and then there’s 
all this shimmery light and 
Elijah Muhammad appears in 
Denzel Malcolm’s cell, talking 
like an old Jewish comedian and 
looking a lot like Ben Kingsley 
in Gandhi. And that evidently 
causes Denzel Malcolm to be 
boring the rest of his life, be- 
cause were really getting into the snoozefest part of 
the movie now. 

First Denzel Malcolm stands up in prison reli- 
gion class and makes the evil white priest explain 
why Jesus is always white in the pictures, then he 
gets out of prison and starts preaching in Harlem 
and starts a love affair with a nurse that may be the 
most boring love story ever put on film and then talks 
back to the evil white gum-smacking police and then 
starts travelling all over creation building Muslim 
temples and preaching about the evil white man and 
“Uncle Tom Negro leaders” and “the right to defend 
ourselves” and “house Negros” and the coming “ra- 
cial explosion” and Elijah Muhammad’s goal of “com- 
plete separation between the black race and the 
white race,” only then he gets betrayed by Elijah 
Muhammad, because he finds out the old guy was 
fathering little babies left and right, and all the 
Black Muslim ministers are plotting against him 
because he’s getting too famous, and then he really 
gets in trouble when he calls the murder of JFK 
“divine justice” and “the devil’s chickens coming 
home to roost.” And so then he goes to Mecca and 
prays a lot and drinks out of a cup that a blue-eyed 
blonde guy already has his mouth on and rides 
donkeys around the pyramids and decides all the 
other races of the world are not so bad after all, and 
then the FBI starts wiretapping his phone, and then 
Islamic goons kill him while he’s making a speech. 
Then there’s this little part at the end where little 
kids stand up and scream “I am Malcolm X!” and 
Nelson Mandela makes kind of a lame speech about 
him. 

Whew! Great movie, sort of like the Black Mus- 
lim Godfather, except he’s the only guy who gets 
killed. 

No breasts. (Not even in the pre-Muslim part.) 
Four dead bodies. Three big dance numbers. (This 
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... but Denzel the lover is a coma. 


thing, believe it or not, is a musical.) One great 
machine-gun scene. Great Russian-roulette scene. 
Great prison hot-box sequence. Gratuitous Rever- 
end Al Sharpton. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Malcolm Denzel, Al Freeman Jr. as the 
black Gandhi (as it turns out, the evil black Gandhi), 
Kate Vernon as the sex-crazed white girl Sophia, 
screenwriters Spike Lee and Arnold Perl (!), and 
especially Delroy Lindo as the West Indian gangster 
Archie. 

You'll need to pack an overnight bag, but. . 
three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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While thinking of ways to grind up cats in a blender, Joe Bob wonders why. . . 


A Vampire Likes ’em Topless 


I ‘ve been noticing for a long time now that we’re 

changing from a dog country to a cat country. 
When did this cat thing happen? Next time 

somebody sends me a cat greeting card, ’'m gonna 


what any self-respecting topless dancer would do—invites him onto 
the stage—in To Sleep With a Vampire. 


take a meat tenderizer to a long-haired Persian and 
send you a raw furburger back in the mail. 

We used to be a nation of Dog People. Dogs were 
considered normal pets. People liked dogs because 
they had personalities like Willard Scott. They never 
stop moving, they notice everybody, they like to go 
run around outside in bad weather, and they eat a 
lot. 

Dogs are social. They re polite. They act like they 
need you more than you need them. 

Dogs are sloppy and goofy. They run around 
eating other people’s garbage, forcing neighbors to 
deal with them. 





Dogs need attention. Because dogs know they’re 
in a world with other beings. 

What does that tell you about the big switcheroo 
from dogs to cats? It tells you that there’s way too 
many people sitting around 
in their duplex apartments 
playing Tetris and watch- 
ing 347 channels on cable. 
No wonder they like cats. 
What does a cat like to do? 

A cat likes to sit on top of 
the TV set. By himself. 

A cat doesn’t even want 
you watching him sit on the 
TV set. 

A cat eats like Donald 
Trump. He knows it’s time 
to eat. He knows someone 
will prepare his food, serve 
his food, and remove. his 
dirty dishes when he’s fin- 
ished. But he doesn’t care 
who it is. 

When a cat does notice 
you, it’s so he can remind 
you of how lucky you are to 
have him living in your 
house. 

Acat, in other words, isa 
Republican. 

If a dog is Willard Scott, 
then a cat is Barbara 
Walters. She might ask you 
a few questions once in a 
while, but she’s not gonna 
form any lasting emotional 
attachments. Willard hon- 
estly cares about 102-year- 
old grannies livingin Wheel- 
ing, West Virginia. Barbara 
doesn’t even leave Fifth Avenue unless you’ve been 
on the cover of Time. 

Don’t you think we've carried this cat thing far 
enough? 

Can’t we go back to the days when everybody had 
big ole dirty mutts with oversized paws that would 
jump up on the sofa and lick the face of the preacher 
when he came over on Thursday night? 

Are you telling me people prefer to live with 
beings who only express emotion when coughing up 
furballs on the linoleum? Creatures that think it’s 
your job to buy soft material so they'll feel comfort- 


able about going to the bathroom? 
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What’s a poor lonely topless dancer to do? 





blood out and leave her dead body in a Dempster 
Dumpster. Ever since Scott Valentine, the vampire, 
saw her performing in a black bustier in a topless 
bar, he knew she was different. She wasn’t just a 
$1.99 pancake breakfast at Denny’s to this guy. She 
was a four-course dinner at McDonald’s, with salad 
bar. 

So after he takes her home on his motorcycle, 
confesses he’s a vampire, and asks her to “tell me 
about the day,” he reminds her that, yes, at dawn 
he'll be required by legend and his nature to digest 
her like a Swanson’s TV dinner. But meanwhile, 
“Let’s party!” And so they do, riding around with a 
gonzo cab driver, visiting her little boy for one last 
time, making out on the beach, and finally 
aardvarking all over the place in the topless bar. It’s 
only when Mickey’s little hand points to five that 
Charlie knows something needs to happen real fast. 
So instead of having a cigarette, she takes a little 
cocktail from the guy’s left forearm vein—and pretty 
soon we've got Duelling Fashion-Model Bloodsuck- 
ers in a real nineties relationship. It’s not pretty. 

Three dead bodies. Eight breasts. Three excel- 
lent topless routines. One motor vehicle chase, with 
fireball. Vampire aardvarking. Basting-fork-to-the- 
stomach. Barroom brawl. X-ray vision. Kung Fu. 
Topless Fu. Sunlight Fu. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Scott Valentine, for saying “There’s 
a dark part of your soul” and “I have to feed”; Charlie 


We'd better hurry up, though. Any day it could Spradling, for saying “You’re not one of those bond- 


be too late. The cats will be hiring agents and age freaks or anything, are you?”; and Adam 


lawyers. 

Speaking of nasty animals that like 
to lick things, Charlie Spradling stars 
in To Sleep With a Vampire as a lonely 
topless dancer who gets taken home by 
a vampire and ends up thinking it’s 
kinda kinky. Charlie is the fastest-ris- 
ing B-movie queen in the business, ever 
since she amazed cable audiences in 
Kiss of the Beast about four years ago, 
back when her name was just “Charlie.” 
I guess she added the “Spradling” to 
make it sound more sexy. I hear the 
word “Spradling,” and Ijust go all gooey 
inside. 

In Kiss of the Beast she played a 
sex-crazed vampire lover, but since then 
she’s been working very hard on her 
acting, doing a lot of movies and TV, 
stretching those acting muscles (if you 
know what I mean and I think you do), 
until today she can play... well...I 
guess she’s still playing a sex-crazed 
vampire lover. 

Anyway, this is one of those “mod- 
ern” vampire stories, where the vam- 
pire is really a sensitive guy, and he 
would prefer not to suck all Charlie’s 








Well, sure he’s a vampire, but it’s just for one night. 


Friedman, the director, for making one of those “Is it 
art or is it exploitation?” films. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Sky-Vue Drive-In in Lamesa, Texas, is 
that rarest of species—an old-fashioned small- 
town country drive-in that still makes money. 
Owners Sam and Carolyn Kirkland bought the 
ten-acre theater for $12,500 in 1986, when drive- 
ins were considered worthless, and started re- 
storing the screen (largest in Texas), the snack 
bar, the playground equipment and sound sys- 
tem. Admission is three bucks—two bucks on 
Wednesdays. P.H. Parker of Austin reminds us 
that, with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will 
never die. 















jy Joe Bob Can’t Wait For . 


teve DeMasco’s Aerobic Self-Defense Workout: Low-impact 
‘ey aerobic workout tape based on martial arts movements 
created by seventh-degree black belt Steve DeMasco. A 
portion of the proceeds are denoted to a crime-victims organization 
called Justice For All. Global Action Video. $14.98. Jan. 20. 

Intent To Kill: Martial-arts thriller starring Traci Lords and 
Michael Foley as cops working in the drug underworld, where 
they take on a gang of ruthless killers hellbent on destroying them. 
PM. $89.95. Jan. 27. 

Monster in a Box: Filmed version of comic storyteller Spalding 
Gray’s one-man stage show about his battle with an 1,800-page 
“monster,” an unfinished novel that no longer fits inside the box 
that holds it. New Line. $99.99. Jan. 27. 

Dinosaurs: Two new volumes of the live-action puppetry and 
animatronics series, chronicling the lives of a highly evolved, 
domesticated dinosaur family, the Sinclairs, who live on the super- 
continent Pangaea. Volume 7: I’m the Baby. Volume 8: Don’t Cross 
the Boss. Walt Disney. $12.99 each. Jan. 29. 

Matinee: Comedy starring John Goodman asa Hollywood B- 
movie director who brings his gimmicky science fiction thriller, 
Mant (“Half Man, Half Ant, All Terror!”), to Key West in 1962, 
during the Cuban Missile Crisis, changing the lives of four teenag- 
ers forever. Also starring Cathy Moriarty. Directed by Joe 
Dante. Universal. Theatrical. Jan. 29. 

Dominion: Tank Police, Part 1: Futuristic Japanese anime 
thriller about a paramilitary force called the Tank Police that 
guards the world against utter chaos in the environmentally 
poisoned world of 2010, and Leona, the beautiful new member of the 
force who battles the vicious Buaku Gang, which is in the business 
of stealing the urine of “healthy” people. Dubbed into English. 
Central Park Media. $29.95. Feb. 3. 

Rumik-World: -Firetripper: Japanese anime. Gentral Park 
Media. $34.95. Feb. 3. 

Where Angels Fear To Tread: Bittersweet period comedy, set 
at the turn of the century, starring Helen Mirren as a recent 
widow who finds refuge in the ancient landscapes of rural Italy, 
where she impulsively marries handsome Giovanni Guidelli— 
but when a child is born, tragedy strikes, and the young son is 
brought to England by scandalized relatives, who think he should 
get a “proper” upbringing. Also starring Helena Bonham-Carter, 
Judy Davis, Rupert Graves. Based on the first novel of E.M. 
Forster. New Line. $99.99. Feb. 3. 

The Jacksons: An American Dream: Video release of the four- 
hour 1992 ABC mini-series docudrama covering four decades of the 
musical Jackson family, from their impoverished beginnings to 
success as a musical dynasty. Starring Lawrence-Hilton Jacobs 





He was certainly friendlier on Family Ties. 
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and Angela Bassett as the parents, Billy Dee Williams as 
Motown founder Berry Gordy, Vanessa Williams as the woman 
who discovered the Jackson boys, and Holly Robinson as early 
supporter Diana Ross. Polygram. $79.95 (double cassette). Feb. 23. 

Blackbelt II: Fatal Force: Martial-arts sequel starring world 
kickboxing champion Blake Bahner as a cop determined to 
avenge the murder of his best friend in the streets of Honolulu and 
the jungles of Maui, fighting his way through a world of interna- 
tional arms trading, heroin smuggling, and counterfeiting cartels. 
Also starring Roxanne Baird, Michael Vlastas. New Horizons. 
$89.98. Feb. 24. 

The King’s Whore: Steamy 17th- century r romance starring 
Valeria Golino as an innocent young Parisian girl swept off her 
feet by the ambitious Count of Verua, Stephane Freiss, who joins 
the entourage of King of Piedmont Timothy Dalton, only to have 
his honeymoon cut short by the king’s growing passion for the 
young girl. He stalks her, takes her by force, then tries to win her. 
Vidmark. $92.95. Feb. 24. 

Michael Palin’s Pole To Pole: Comic writer/actor Michael 
Palin travels from the North Pole to the South Pole along the line 
of longitude 30 degrees east, commenting on the people and 
customs of the places he passes through, including Norway, Fin- 
land, Russia, Turkey, the Nile River, Central Africa, Uganda, 
Tanzania, Zambia and Antarctica. The whole trip is a four-volume 
boxed set. A&E. $69.95. Feb. 24. 

Mr. Music: First video release of the 1951 musical starring 
Bing Crosby as a songwriter who can only work when his bank 
account has been depleted by wine, women and horses, with 
Charles Coburn as the producer who tries to motivate him by 
having his loyal efficient secretary move in with him. Also starring 
Groucho Marx and Marge & Gower Champion. Paramount. 
$14.95. Feb. 24. - 

Rodan: Video release of the 1956 monster movie, produced by 
the creators of Godzilla, about a terrifying winged creature. (Re- 
corded in EP mode.) Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

The Sign of Four: First video release of the Sherlock Holmes 
mystery starring lan Richardson as the famous detective, hired 
by a beautiful woman to find out who has anonymously sent her the 
second largest diamond in the world. Also starring Donald 
Churchill as Watson. Directed by Desmond Davis. Paramount. 
$59.95. Feb. 24. 

Sneakers: Video release of the caper flick starring Robert 
Redford as a computer expert heading a team of renegade hack- 
ers—including former CIA employee Sidney Poitier, gadgets 
wizard Dan Aykroyd, genius River Phoenix and blind soundman 
David Strathairn—who are blackmailed into carrying out a 


covert operation to recover a black box that can break into any 
computer system in the world. Also starring Mary McDonnell. 
Grossed $50 million at the box office last year. MCA/Universal. 
$99.99 (video). $39.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 24. 

Stepmonster: Horror comedy about a comic-book-loving kid 
who thinks his stepmother, Robin Riker, has become a monster, 
and even dad Alan Thicke starts to believe him when neighbors 
start turning up dead. Also starring Corey Feldman, Ami Dolenz, 
George Gaynes, Edie McClurg, John Astin. New Horizons. 
$89.98. Feb. 24. 

The Chrome Soldiers: Action drama about five Vietnam vet- 
erans and Harley Davidson riders who reunite to avenge a friend’s 
death in a town controlled by 
drug dealers. Starring Gary 
Busey, Yaphet Kotto, Ray 
Sharkey, Nicholas Guest and 
D. David Morin. Paramount. 
$99.99. Mar. 3. 

The Deliberate Stranger: 
Video release of a four-hour 1986 
mini-series starring Mark 
Harmon as serial killer Ted 
Bundy, the clean-cut law stu- 
dent who used his intimate 
knowledge of police procedures 
to murder more than thirty 
women, escape from custody 
twice, and lead law enforcement 
officials on a five-year manhunt 
that ended in 1979 when he was 
captured in Florida, then con- 
victed of the murder of a 12- 
year-old Florida schoolgirl, and 
finally executed in 1989. Also 
starring M. Emmet Walsh, 
Frederic Forrest, John 
Ashton, Ben Masters, Glynnis 
O’Connor and George 
Grizzard. Warner. $69.99 (stan- ‘ : 
dard play double cassette). Dalton is the king. 
$59.99 (single extended play cassette). Mar. 3. 

Dracula Has Risen From the Grave: The 1968 Hammer Films 
vampire tale starring Christopher Lee. Warner. $19.98. Mar. 3. 

Garfield: His 9 Lives: The famous cartoon cat travels through 
time, assuming nine different personas, battling dinosaurs and 
cave men and visiting the dark depths of space. Based on the book 
by Jim Davis, the 1988 show was nominated for an Emmy award. 
CBS. $12.98. Mar. 3. 

Garfield’s Feline Fantasies: Video release of a 1990 TV special 
in which the lazy orange cartoon tabby acts out fantasies ranging 
from commanding a submarine to conducting a secret quest for the 
stolen banana of Bombay. Featuring music from jazz great David 
Benoit and Desiree Goyette. CBS. $9.98. Mar. 3. 

Mindwalk: Drama about three vacationers—Liv Ullmann, 
Sam Waterston and John Heard—who meet by chance on the 
island-abbey of Mont St. Michel in France, and launch an excursion 
into the world of ideas. Paramount. $99.99. Mar. 3. 

Of Mice and Men: Video release of the critically-praised John 
Steinbeck tragedy starring John Malkovich as the infantile 
Lennie and Gary Sinise as his guardian and friend who helps him 
find work at a California ranch during the Depression. Also star- 
ring Ray Walston, Casey Siemaszko, Sherilyn Fenn. MGM/ 
VA. $94.99 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Mar. 3. 

Rumik World: Mermaid Forest: Japanese anime. Central 
Park Media. $34.95. Mar. 3. 

Salem’s Lot: Full-length 1979 mini-series version of Stephen 
King’s story of vampires in small-town America, directed by Tobe 
Hooper. Warner. $29.98 (double cassette). Mar. 3. 

Singles: Seattle grunge-rock dating drama starring Matt 
Dillon as the leader ofa mediocre band, Bridget Fonda, Campbell 
Scott and Kyra Sedgwick. Written and directed by Cameron 
Crowe, who insisted on putting two scenes into the video version 
that were excluded from the theatrical film. Uses music from home- 


Valeria Golino is The King’s Whore. Fortunately for her, Timothy 


grown Seattle bands Pearl Jam, Alice in Chains, Soundgarden, 
Mudhoney and Screaming Trees. Grossed $17 million at the box 
office last fall. Warner. $94.99 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Mar. 3. 

Starship Invasions: The 1977 sci-fi flick starring Christo- 
pher Lee and UFO expert Robert Vaughn in a story about a war 
between alien armies. Warner. $19.98. Mar. 3. 

Taste the Blood of Dracula: The 1970 sequel to Dracula Has 
Risen From the Grave, starring Christopher Lee as The Count, 
seeking to avenge the death of a colleague with a special interest 
in black magic. Warner. $19.98. Mar. 3. 

Venus Wars: Japanese anime. Central Park Media. $29.95. 
Mar. 3. 





Whispers in the Dark: Erotic psychological thriller starring 
Annabella Sciorra as a New York psychiatrist caught in the 
aftermath of a patient’s murder, plagued by guilt, pulled into the 
police investigation headed by tough detective Anthony LaPaglia, 
soon to find out that her new boyfriend was also the murdered 
woman’s lover. Also starring Jamey Sheridan, Jill Clayburgh, 
Alan Alda. Paramount. $99.99. Mar. 3. 

Bebe’s Kids: Animated film based on characters created for the 
stand-up act of the late comedian Robin Harris, featuring the 
voices of Nell Carter and Tone Loc in a story about a ladies man 
who meets a beautiful woman, only to be introduced on their first 
date to her son Leon and her girlfriend Bebe’s three troublesome 
kids, turning this dream vision into a nightmare as the whole group 
goes to Fun World amusement park. The movie grossed $10 million 
at the box office. The video also includes a seven-minute short, Itsy 
Bitsy Spider. Paramount. $99.99. Mar. 10. 

Dr. Who: Four new episodes of the longest-running science 
fiction series in history, each hand-picked by fanatic fans of the 
show. They are Cyberman Early Years, The Baker Years, Earth 
Shock and Twin Dilemma. CBS/Fox. $19.98, except for the two- 
cassette Baker Years, which is $29.98. Mar. 10. 

Dragonfight: Action sci-fi thriller about a time in the near 
future when corporations use gladiators to vie for world domina- 
tion, starring Robert Z’dar as the most powerful warrior and 
Michael Paré as the lone American executive, and voice of reason, 
in a power-hungry Japanese conglomerate. Also starring Paul 
Coufos, Charles Napier, Alexa Hamilton, James Hong, Fawna 
MacLaren. Warner. $89.99. Mar. 10. 

The Last of the Mohicans: Video release of the 1992 frontier 
wilderness adventure, based on the James Fenimore Cooper 
novel, starring Daniel Day-Lewis as Hawkeye, adopted son of the 
Mohicans, and Madeleine Stowe as Cora Munro, aristocratic 
daughter of a proud British Colonel. Fox. $99.99. Mar. 10. 


egendary horror 

director George 
Romero, of Night of 
the Living Dead fame, 
will team with legend- 
ary horror writer 
Whitley Strieber to 
do the film version of 
Strieber’s novel, Un- 





... Wherein We report From the 
underground, the counter-culture, 


city, presenting lec- 
tures and cultural ex- 
hibits in tents, like cir- 
cuses, for the benefit of 
towns that had no 
other cultural re- 
sources.) This 24-page 
quarterly is an ultra- 
cheap $4 a year, pay- 


holy Fire, which is able to: Canvas 
about a New York City €he out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the Chautauqua, P.O. Box 
priest trying to solve Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 447, Athens, GA 
the murder of a parish movies, comic books, and other 30603. 

member and finding places where misrits dwell. e 


out he might be deal- 
ing with Exorcist-type elements. Shooting is sched- 
uled for the spring. 





George Romero goes religeous—sort of. 


€ 

Canvas Chautauqua isa strange little zine out of 
Athens, Georgia, dedicated to what we would loosely 
define as “Paul Bunyan stuff’—life in the wild, 
nomadic lifestyles, canoeing, bicycling, the develop- 
ment of the body, Indian lore, etc.—but most of its 
slim pages are devoted to reviews of other zines, 
presumably those that somehow fit in with this 
wildman ethic. Editor Ted Willi also publishes weird 
essays on such topics as “The Sudanese Outhouse” 
and “Nietzschean Power Training,” which are not 
jokes but, respectively, an account of bathroom cus- 
toms in the Sudan, and how modern weight-lifting 
began with Friedrich Nietzsche, who said, “What 
does not destroy me, makes me stronger.” (By the 
way, the title of the zine refers to the turn-of-the- 
century chautauquas, which traveled from city to 


If you haven’t 
heard of The Chicken Boy Catalog for a Perfect 
World, then we’ve got some complicated explaining 
to do. It started with a tacky down- 
town Los Angeles restaurant called 
the Chicken Boy, which, after twenty 
years of service, was scheduled for 
demolition in 1983. A group of Los 
Angeles designers were crestfallen, 
not because of the food, but because of 
the 22-foot fiberglass half-man, half- 
chicken that stood atop the restau- 
rant. They asked, and received, per- 
mission to cut Chicken Boy loose from 
his steel beams, lower him onto a 
flatbed truck with a cherry picker, 
and settle him into a self-storage ware- 
house. They tried to give him to mu- 
seums—no takers. They tried to get 
movie companies to use him—didn’t 
work. And so they invented a sort of 
commercial religion, based on Chicken 
Boy, beginning with a few “Chicken 
Boy souvenirs” that they made up for 
clients and friends. One thing led to 
another, and the result is a regular 
24-page catalog of Chicken Boy prod- 
ucts (glow-in-the-dark T-shirts, lapel 
pins, one of those pens with the clear liquid so that 
Chicken Boy can move up and down as you write, 
caps, boxer shorts, watches, fezzes, postcards), as 
well as other products that kind of celebrate what we 
will call Chicken Boy Retro-Pop Culture. Things like 
the Mr. T hand puppet (complete with the Mr. T 
motto: “Be somebody—or be somebody’s fool”), lava 
lights, the Whee-Lo, a Goodyear tire ashtray, glow- 
in-the-dark squid, Elvis towels, and a T-shirt that 
says “Ladies and Gentlemen, Elvis has left the 
building.” In other words, things that have been 
tacky for so long that now they are hip. It’s really one 
of our favorite catalogs we get—and we get them all. 
For your own free copy, write to: Future Studio, P.O. 
Box 292000, Los Angeles, CA 90029. 

€ 
People-Who-Need-A-Hobby Department: An or- 


ganization called SmokeF ree Educational Services, 
Inc., took out full-page ads in Daily Variety and The 
_ Hollywood Reporter to try to get Christian Slater 
to stop smoking in the movies. In an “open letter” 
(unsigned, of course), they said, “Your movies make 
smoking seem sexy, cool and grown up. Thus, unwit- 
tingly, you are the tobacco companies’ best tool. They 
are desperate to addict new ace, to replace adults 
who die or quiteach year, x 
and you are helping them 
do it. Most smokers start 
between the ages of 8 and 
18 as you probably did.” 
Aside from the artistic- 
freedom issues here, isn’t 
it a little lame to assume 
that what goes on in a 
movie is created by the 
actors in the movie? These 
people may have kicked 
smoking, but they need to 
go back to high school and 
find out how films are 
made. 
€ 
Andrew Roller, the 
porno zine editor from 
Sacramento who was 
banned from Kinko’s Cop- 
ies, is still in business, 
were happy to say. 
Naughty Lingerie, his 
monthly serial novel 
about kinky sex, is filthier 
than ever, and he has a_ 1n Mobsters. 
new zine of dirty comics and even dirtier poetry (!) 
called /1 Sex Comix!, and either one is available with 
an age statement for $2 per issue, payable to: An- 
drew Roller, P.O. Box 221295, Sacramento, CA 95822. 
€ 
Continuing our pattern of malicious worldwide 
influence, Hemofilia is a Mexican gore cartoon zine 
that claims to be partly inspired by We Are the Weird, 
and they've recently started offering English trans- 
lations. Cover price for the 40-pager is “$4,000,” 
which we hope means 4,000 pesos. Send about, oh, 
three bucks for a sample, to the editor: Ernesto 
“Grindcore” Priego Ramirez, Presa 49, Col. San 
Jeronimo Lidice, C.P. 10200, Mexico, D.F., Mexico. 
€ 
In our continuing search for the nation’s great- 
est small-town newspapers, we pause nowin... New 
York City. For what is New York but the country’s 
largest small town, as provincial inits way as Omaha? 
And so it has its own weekly—urbane, well-written, 
very very funny—and already you know we are not 
talking about The Village Voice, because the Voice 
may be many things, but “very very funny” is not one 
of them. No, we’re talking about The New York 





Christian Slater, smoking the dineasting weed 


Observer, a full-sized newspaper published Mon- 
days on peach paper, featuring articles on politics, 
literature, journalism, film, real estate, sports and 
even dining that you simply don’t read anywhere 
else. It’s a little highbrow at times. One week the 
restaurant critic wrote about the Delegates Dining 
Room at the United Nations—not exactly the kind of 
place New J ersey tourists will choose for their cheese- 
burger lunch. (The place 
only got one star.) Taki, 
the Observer’s society col- 
umnist, is ajet-setter him- 
self, reporting each week 
from Gstaad, the Hamp- 
tons, St. Moritz, or the 
Greek islands, where he’s 
likely to be a guest on 
William F. Buckley’s 
yacht. Rex Reed covers 
the rarefied world of Old 
New York nightlife (trans- 
lation: cabaret). But the 
real heart of the Observer 
is its investigative report- 
ing on stories that the 
other New York media 
don’t care about—like two 
prominent magazine edi- 
tors fighting over the 
same condo, or the brutal 
political infighting at art 
museums, or the inside 
story on how a reporter 
for 60 Minutes tried to 
sucker Gloria Steinem 
into a fight, or former mayor John Lindsay’s 
struggle to stay alive in a hospital room overlooking 
a slum neighborhood that he once promised to revi- 
talize. Of all the papers we read, this is the one that 
we clip the most, so we can send articles to friends. 
There’s something a little mischievous about the 
paper, under the current editorship of Susan 
Morrison. If you want to try this weekly 24-pager, 
send $22 for a year, payable to: The New York 
Observer, 54 E. 64th St., New York, NY 10021. 


- Devil Alert! 


The Twilite Drive-In, on Hyde Park Roadj djust : 
north of Highway 22 in Hyde Park, Ontario, was 

destroyed by a fire of “undetermined causes”. : 
the night it was arpet ed to show arin ies t. FF ‘i re 











caused by a an glacial storm, ‘but - we’ re ‘not 80 af | 
sure. The Twilite, builti in 1952, may 0 or may) not be — 
rebuilt. The owners haven’t de ecided. Domini 
Bernardo of. eames Alaska, reminds us 
without eternal vigilance, it cou id happen h 








If you want a great obituary, take it from Joe Bob... 


Die Young and Die Frivolous 


ately I’ve been trying to figure out what you 

have to do to get a great obituary written about 

you. Besides die, of course. Because it seems like all 
the rules are changing. 

It used to be that, in order to get on the front page 

of the newspaper, the newly dead person had to bea 
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president, a famous diplomat, or at least a million- 
aire. Now all the front-page coverage goes to some- 
body who starred in a sixties sitcom. Even million- 
aires have a hard time making the front page, 
especially if they got rich making something boring, 
like industrial pipe fasteners. It’s not that the media 
hates industrial pipe fasteners, or despises the people 
who make them, it’s just that money alone won't get 
the job done. This is true even if you give all your 
money away. It used to be that, when a millionaire 
left $100 million in his will for a new hospital wing, 
everyone would say, “Isn’t that wonderful? The 
Rutherford Hollingsworth Memorial Diabetes Clinic. 
What a public-spirited guy he was.” But today, 
people just say, “Look at the old fool trying to buy 
some fame for himself.” 

Here’s a little experiment. I picked a day at 
random, and wrote down the ten most famous people 
who died that day—to see what it takes to get a good 
obit. Here’s the list. See if you can guess who got the 
most attention: 

Dana Andrews, film actor. 

Charles Blessing, architect and city planner. 

Howard Cann, retired New York University 
basketball coach. 


Sybil Claiborne, antiwar protester and novelist. 

Dorothy Dinnerstein, feminist author. 

James A. Goode, national magazine editor and 
publisher. 

Mark Goodson, producer of game shows. 

Clara Hale, founder of Hale House, which took 
care of neglected children. 

Georgia L. McMurray, pio- 
neering social worker and pro- 
fessor at Fordham University. 

Yitzhak Ernst Nebenzahl, 
Israeli freedom fighter and 
former state comptroller. 

Okay. Now. First let’s talk 
about the people who got the 
worst obituaries: 

Dorothy Dinnerstein: She 
wrote academic books that be- 
came “classics in women’s 
studies departments across the 
United States and abroad.” 
And she was 69 years old, al- 
most exactly the age when 
people start expecting death. 
So the media figures: academ- 
ic, feminist, she was old... Big 
Yawn. 

Yitzhak Ernst Nebenzahl: 
He lived halfway around the world. He was 85 years 
old. And nobody in the media remembers the 
Haganah, the underground movement he served in 
Palestine before 1948, when Israel was founded. So 
Nebenzahl committed the fatal crime when it comes 
to the obit page: he lived too long. 

Howard Cann: In a fair world, this guy would 
probably get the biggest obituary. He coached the 
greatest basketball team of his era, at a time when 
college basketball was not that popular. Then, in 
1934, he arranged for the first college game to be 
played at Madison Square Garden, where his New 
York University Violets defeated Notre Dame. This 
game, which received national attention because it 
was played at the Garden, ushered in the era of 
modern college basketball. He made the sport popu- 
lar. He legitimized it. So why doesn’t anybody re- 
member? Because he lived to be 97. 

James A. Goode: Normally a leading media fig- 
ure would get plenty of ink, because the media 
honors its own. But Goode was the editor of the 
following magazines at different times in his career: 
Playboy, Playgirl, Penthouse, Viva, Oui, Film News 
International, Platinum, The Robb Report, Hustler 
and Chic. Whoops! Wrong media. 
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Charles Blessing: Some architects and —Enquiring Minds: Rocco and Foster commons sam 


city planners get attention, especially if 
they build flashy skyscrapers, like I.M. Pei 
or Robert Johnson. But Charles Blessing 
designed modern Detroit. Whoops! Wrong 
city. 

Sybil Claiborne: Sorry, thisis the wrong 
decade to be known as an antiwar pro- 
tester. 

Georgia L. McMurray: Sorry, this is 
the wrong decade to be a social worker. 

And that leaves the only three who 
were deemed worthy of large obituaries: 

Clara Hale: She took care of babies all 
her life. She was 87. She was poor. She 
didn’t work for any bureaucracy. And she 
was still doing it when she died. If she’d 
stopped doing it when she was 67, she 
- would have been back there in the rear 
with Howard Cann and the others. 

The second largest obit went to Dana 
Andrews, who made hit movies in the for- 
ties, notably The Best Years of Our Lives, 
but who didn’t work much after the late 
fifties. So we need to figure this one out. 
Since he hadn’t done anything newsworthy 
for thirty years, it doesn’t make sense that 
his obit would be so large. What makes him 
different? I’ve got it! All of his movies are so 
old they ve been seen seventeen jillion times 
on free TV. Everybody thinks they know this guy. 

But the number-one obit that day didn’t go to an 
actor, a social worker, a novelist, sports figure or 
architect. The biggest obit went to Mark Goodson, 
inventor of What’s My Line?, To Tell the Truth, The 
Price Is Right, Family Feud, I've Got a Secret, and 
The Match Game. 

Now this, says the obit writer, is something I 
understand. 

Isn’t America great? 











Jayne Mansfield vs. Mamie Van Doren— 
Battle of the Blondes: A Pictoral History 
(Alan Betrock): This compilation of photos, pub- 
licity posters, magazine covers and newspaper 


clippings traces the scandalous careers of the two 
rival bombshells of the fifties and sixties. The 
pictures are frustratingly arranged in a non- 
chronological order and after about 200 shots of 
these two vamping lookalikes I started experi- 
encing double-D vision. Two starlets. ($15.95, 
Shake Books, 449 12th St. #2R, Brooklyn, NY 
11215.) 


CELEBRITY YEARS 


Just aS dogs age Jitferently from People 
(1 dog year = 7 people years) Celebrities 
also age differently fromthe ae us: 
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Without rug 
no one come 
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Only Gan 
dating could 
tell tor Sure. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
atrandom, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t giveittothefirst — 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he © 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open | 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 


jerk in your letter, you will receive no free —_— for the 


rest of your life. 
_ Miscellaneous _ 

_ Night of the Living Dead authentic zombie dirt, Gahan 
Wilson monster baseball trading cards, Night of the Living 
Dead trading cards, You Slay Me! trading cards, skeleton 
rubber stamp, Addams Family Thing puppet, whoopee cush- _ 
ion, Intratec Firearms sexy girl 1993 calendar poster, KLOL 


condom keychain, Bloody Visions trading cards, hand buzzer, 


Quimby adult comics; 15-second endless loop outgoing mes- 


sage tape, John Travolta post card, rodeo card, deck of cards, 


New Hampshire Gazette, Dancin’ Grannies 1992 calendar, 
Stephen King postcards, “Fatal Visions” 1992 calendar forthe © 
weird at heart, emergency condom keychain, horror movie — 
stickers, Funny Pages, sexy girl 1992 poster calendar, Tele- 
graph Avenue Street 1992 Calendar, 1992 Rhino calendar, 
puzzler games (2), The Movie Channel balloons, Loadstar — 
Commodore discs, Dallas Mavericks ’89-90 team calendars, — 
Dallas Mavericks 90-91 team calendar, Charlie Foxe stickers _ 
(10), various postcards, Centrum wristwatch wallet, face — 
stamps, The Movie Channel frisbees (2), Weekend at Bernie’s — 
cardboard stand-up (2), Deceptions slidestrip, “Free Bird” 1991 | 
calendar (2), “Lefty” calendar,’87 Dallas Cowboy Cheerleaders _ 
calendars (4), Oklahoma Sooners giant #1 hand, Dae - 
Ripoffs cartoon book/memo pad. — 






Of course, if you're psychic, then you already know this... 


We're All Going To Die 


verywhere I go I meet these psychic people. 

Psychics to the left of me, psychics to the right 
of me. And the ones who aren't psychic pay psychics 
to tell em psychic stuff. 

I’m not psychic. I know this. ’m wrong about the 
weather. I’m wrong about my career. I’m always 
wrong about “relationships.” All the stuffthat psychics 
talk about, I’m wrong about. If 
a message suddenly came into 
my brain, saying, “You will 
meet a mysterious woman 
named Rhonda two weeks from 
Thursday, and she will give 
youa hundred dollars,” I would 
know that I ate too much chili 
at lunch. I don’t even know 
when the car payment will be 
due, and it’s due on the same 
day every month. 

But, like I say, I keep run- 
ning into psychic people, or 
people who depend on psychic 
people. A friend of mine re- 
fuses to go to California this 
month because her psychic told 
her “a major disaster” is about 
to happen there. Another friend 
goes toa psychic so that the psychic will say, “You are 
seeing two men, and you can’t decide which one is 
right for you.” 

And she tells me this, and I say, “So? What good 
is that information?” 

And she says, “It’s true. What the psychic said is 
true. 1am seeing two men, and I can’t decide.” 

And I say, “So what are you gonna do?” 

And she says, “I can’t decide.” 

“So you went in to get information from a psychic 
that you already knew before you went in.” 

“No, you don’t understand. It was independent 
spiritual verification of what I was thinking, but I 
wasn’t sure about.” 

“You're still not sure about it.” 

“IT know, but now I feel it’s okay not to be sure 
about it.” 

Maybe I should go see a psychic and say, “Hey, 
how many arms and legs do you think I have? Don’t 
peek!” And then, if the psychic gets the right answer, 
I'll feel better. 

I was sitting next to a famous psychic at a dinner 
party—I won’t use her name, because I didn’t ask to 
interview her—and I asked her, “What if you have a 
client come in, and you get these psychic brainwaves 
that say ‘This person is about to die a horrible grisly 





death? And the person is sitting there, and he grins 
and says, ‘So, Miss Famous Psychic, what’s in my 
future?” 

And she said, “Well, there’s always something 
positive to say.” 

And I said, “Okay, what if the person is already 
dying of some rare disease, and they come to you to 
see how long they have to live. 
What do you say? ‘Avoid long 
term investments’?” 

“Well, we would talk about 
the best times to do certain 
things. For example, there are 
better days than others to have 
chemotherapy. I would have 
to look at the person’s astro- 
logical chart.” 

But I wouldn’t give up. I 
said, “What if all the charts 
and all the psychic brainwaves 
andeverything said ‘Disaster! 
This person is gonna suffer 
and be miserable and then 
die!’ Imean, it must have hap- 
pened once in the history of 
psychic phenomena.” 

“Well, I would never tell 
someone they were going to die.” 

“Even if it was likely?” 

“No. I wouldn’t feel comfortable doing that.” 

And so this brings me to my next question. Why, 
when you read the horoscopes in the newspaper, 
does it never say, “Virgo: You should stay in bed and 
tell your lawyer to file for immediate bankruptcy. 
Everybody you meet today will be a vulture trying to 
make your life miserable”? Instead, what it always 
says is “Virgo: Go slow on relationships, but don’t be 
afraid to splurge on that special vacation you've been 
needing.” 

And whatis this thing about actors and psychics? 
How come every actor I know goes to a psychic? In 
fact, now that I think of it, my favorite infomercial, 
the one about the “Psychic Friends Network,” is 
almost exclusively soap-opera stars who have gotten 
such bad psychic advice that they think it will 
actually help their careers to go on TV at 2 a.m. and 
tell LaToya Jackson about the time they heard 
spiritual voices in the night telling them to buy more 
shoes and fire their agent. 

And finally, why do psychics give out their 900 
numbers on TV? 3 

If they’re so damn psychic, they can call me when 
I need em. 
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Dear Mr. Briggs: 

I just read your column about the Cub 
Scouts. I found it most thought-provoking 
and interesting. It is truly amazing that 
most of the funny things we encounter are 
factual. 

The nonsense about the suit against the 
Boy Scouts is indicative of several of the ills 
which plague our society, e.g.: 

1. Lawyers suck. 

2. Our judicial system is completely out 
of control and has obviously become an insti- 
tution designed primarily to put as much 
money in the pockets of lawyers as fast as 
possible with as little effort as possible. 

3. Justice, whatever that is, is seldom of 
consideration in a court of law. 

4. You are running the risk of being 
identified (by the liberal minority who have 
wrested control of our country and our judi- 
ciary from the people) as an intelligent, con- 
servative, independent thinker, and as such, 
an enemy of the system. This is evident, at 
least to me, in the way you were driven from 
your job with the Dallas newspaper by a 
bunch of liberal fanatics who are so stupid 
they are unable to understand humor and 
satire even when they are the butt thereof. 

5. They probably would not have worked 
so hard to get you fired if they had realized 
what a boost it was going to be to your career. 

6. I have now seen the only movie star- 
ring Sean Penn which did not make me wish his 
parents had been a little more fastidious with their 
birth control. Racing With the Moon had a plot and 
had Sean Penn playing a piano (yes playing, not 
destroying, eating or fucking it). He played a sensi- 
tive young man. The director obviously made an 
error and used Penn for the part which the casting 
company had hired Nicholas Cage to play and vice 
versa. Yes, I realize this is a digression. 

Sincerely, 

Roy Mullins 

Fort Worth, Tex. 
Dear Roy: 

Actually, I’m not a conservative. I’m not a liberal 
either. I'm not anything. I've never wanted to be 
anything. Why is this so hard for people to grasp? 


Joe Bob, 

I was watching ABC World News Tonight last 
night (it’s not something I’m proud of—Three’s Com- 
pany was a non-Chrissy episode) and there was a 





Godzilla, as seen in 1985: he didn’t like what he saw, 
went home to Japan and never returned. 


Joe Bob’s Advice y 
to the Hopeless j 


report on Japan doing American-bashing. They re- 
ported that in the newest Godzilla movie, the Ameri- 
cans are the bad guys. Do you know what this 
means? It means that Japan is still making Godzilla 
movies and not sending them over here. I can’t 
believe that there is a trade embargo on Godzilla 
films. The last Godzilla film on these shores was 
Godzilla’85, wasn’tit? Ithink that we shouldn’t send 
the Japanese any more teenage-mutant-slasher- 
prison films until they play fair and send over some 
Godzilla. Of course, they will have to change the 
ending, like they did in King Kong vs. Godzilla. King 
Kong won over here and Godzilla won over there. 

Best regards, 

Gary Murray 

Dallas 
P.S. Did your fourth grade teacher make you write 
“Best regards” on the letters you had to send to your 
Texas Legislator? 
Dear Gary: 

It became very difficult to sell the Godzilla films 
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in America after Raymond Burr became larger than 


Godzilla. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Here in Santa Cruz, California, a veritable uto- 
pia for us queers and fruits, I’m thinking of preach- 
ing to the local heathen. Don’t forget, they’re the 
ones with crewcuts and “I Love U.S. Imperialism” t- 
shirts. Do you have any material which might assist 
me and my cohorts in our mission? 

Sincerely, 

Tara M. Murray 

Santa Cruz, Calif. 
Dear Tara: 

Well...er...uh...whydon'tyou start by putting 
on a community theater production of La Cage Aux 
Folles. Once the Army guys get caught up in the play, 
they'll all start singing “I Am WhatI Ammmm.. .” 





This Week's Contest 


Robbie Jones of Youngstown, New York: “I 
have a movie in mind that my kids and I saw back in 
the seventies at the drive-in. Hopefully your research- 
ers can come up with the title of the movie with the 
little bit of information that I can give you from what 
I can remember. The movie is about a giant spider 
that comes from outer space. Its eggs look like 
diamonds shiny and bright. One of the scenes that I 
remember is this huge spider coming over a hill 
toward a corral of horses. The movie was in color. It 
goes on that there were spiders jumping on top of 
people’s heads from barns, from drawers, and even a 
blender scene where one gets blended up. It was a 
horrible, disgusting and scary movie and we all loved 
it, but none of us can remember the name of it.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue (In the 
event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the November 30 issue, R. Zider of San 
Francisco wrote: “Some time ago (a very long time 
ago, evidently), I saw a movie about a black guy who 
takes over an advertising agency, makes a pile and 
then blows it up. For some reason, I thought it 
starred Melvin Van Peebles.” 

This was another easy one, so we received 22 
correct answers. Our winner, chosen by drawing, is 
Kris Gilpin of Burbank, California, who identified 
the mystery film as... Putney Swope. 

Here are a few comments from the runners-up: 

Greg Nikiel of Chantilly, Virginia: “Putney 
Swope was written and directed by Robert Downey 
(a prince). Gravel-voiced Arnold Johnson plays 


Putney Swope, a mild-mannered token black in an 
ad agency, who is transformed into the chairman of 
the board of Truth and Soul, Inc. Made in black-and- 
white way back in 1969, this cuttingly brilliant black 
black satire is truly an original work of art of the 
time. And in the words of Robert Downey (Jr.’s 
father) ‘it’s symbolic of everything.’ This caustic 
laugh-o-rama is available from your local Block- 
buster Video. I got my copy there a few months ago, 
since RCA/Columbia Pictures just rereleased it in 
1991 for about twenty bucks a copy.” 

Daryl Neyens of Austin, Texas: “The scene I 
remember best was one of the ad parodies where a 
black man was shown eating cereal while the 
voiceover explained the benefits therein. The spot 
ended with the guy looking up from his breakfast 
into the camera to remark ‘No shit?’ This film prob- 
ably inspired such later efforts as The Groove Tube 
and Tunnel Vision, and possibly even Crazy People 
with Dudley Moore and Darryl Hannah.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, California: 
“Putney Swope starred Arnold Johnson, Pepi 
Hermine, Ruth Hermine, Allen Garfield, Antonio 
Fargas, and Mel Brooks. It was, as stated, a story of 
blacks taking over a Madison Avenue ad agency. It 
supposedly is available on video (according to Leonard 
Maltin’s Video Guide), but I’ve never seen it in my 
hauntings of the video stores in Baja El Lay. I think 
his reference to Melvin Van Peebles may be due to 
confusing Putney Swope with Sweet Sweetback’s 
Baadasssss Song, a film directed by and starring 
Melvin Van Peebles (actually, he produced, directed, 
wrote, scored and starred!), which was released in 
1971, pretty much the same time-frame as Swope.” 

Jim McInerny of Houston: “It was a ‘hip’ sixties 
epic that featured the great line, ‘Eat flaming death, : 
fascist media pigs.” | 

Ted Hicks of New York City: “I remember 
thinking it was really funny when I first saw it. It’s 
certainly the best thing Downey ever made.” 

Betsy Sherman of Brookline, Massachusetts: 
“T have some light to shed on the performance of the 
lead actor, Arnold Johnson. I interviewed Robert 
Downey a couple of years ago and asked him whether 
the lead actor was speaking his own lines, because it 
sounds like someone else is dubbing his lines in. 
Downey admitted that he spoke all the dialogue for 
the lead actor. Here is what he said. “That’s me. I had 
to do it. This idiot couldn’t learn his lines. He hasn’t 
learned them yet. Because he had a beard, it was 
easy. I'd loop him. You don’t have to mention that. 
That’s not important, is it? Please. Not that one. The 
guy, I see him in L.A. He looks dangerous.’ At the 
risk of betraying my journalistic ethics, I'll let you 
print that even though it was said off-the-record. 
Sorry, Bob, but I think the guy probably figured it 
out when he went and saw the movie.” 

Walt Hefner of Spokane, Washington: “Putney 


Swope played so-called ‘art theatres.’ It contains a 
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funny series of commercial spoofs and was called 
hilarious and outrageous when first released. Some 
critics now call it dated. Distributor is probably 
Columbia Home Video. Filmed in black and white, 
with color scenes.” 

Ross Woodbury of Nevada City, California: 
“Putney Swope is a 1969 satire that was considered 
hip and radical then, but is pretty unwatchable 
today. The lead was Arnold Johnson, not Melvin Van 
Peebles, but there is kind of a resemblance.” 

Mark Yanney of Tucson, Arizona: “It is avail- 
able for rental by mail from Video Library of Phila- 
delphia. I also recommend Greasers Palace, another 
great Downey film.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“Not listed in 1993 Movies Unlimited catalog, and 
the previous listing in their fall Videoflash has the 
title in the index but not on the page listed. A very old 
Facets Multimedia catalog calls it out of print—for 
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rental only. Phantom’s Ultimate Video Guide lists it 
on RCA/Columbia. Putney Swope is played (but 
dubbed by another) by Arnold Johnson. Allen 
Garfield, Antonio Fargas and (although I don’t re- 
member him in it) Mel Brooks. Stan Gottlieb plays 
the token white once Putney has renamed ad agency 
Truth and Soul. Haven’t seen it since 1969 release so 
cannot say as most references do whether it’s dated. 
It was uproarious in ’69, though.” 

Also answering correctly were Graham Carlton 
of Evanston, Illinois; Chili Bill of San Francisco; 
Michael B. Gaillard of Represa, California; Roger 
Hippert of New Ulm, Minnesota; George Johns of 
San Antonio, Texas; Erich Mees of Dunwoody, 
Georgia; Tim Murphy of El Monte, California; 
Nancy Peay of Norman, Oklahoma; Dee Shortes 
of Portland, Oregon; Omar Velasco of San Antonio, 
Texas; and Clinton Williams of Oakland, Michi- 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. For newslet- 
ter and catalog send $2 to 1560-1 Newbury 
Rd. #420, Newbury, CA 91320. 


Video Sales 





Scream Queen Hot Tub Party—Special lim- 
ited edition video! Includes free color glossy 
photo of the girls without their towels! Only 
$29.95 plus $3.50 S&H. VHS only. Ameri- 
can-Independent Productions, P.O. Box 
1901, Hollywood, CA 90078. Must be 18. 


Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 10 Bur- 
gundy A, Delray Beach, FL 33484. 


Fanzines 


Roger Fnord, Sex God, finds Aladdin’s 
Lamp! Read what his three wishes are! 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. 
No dealers. Just send infor- 
mation to P.O. Box 2002, Dal- 
ie LA (5221. 














Outrageously funny and kinky! $3, includes 
freebies. Age statement. Yendie Boox Pub- 
lishing, P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

It’s—The Monty Python fanzine! News, re- 
views, interviews. #13 out in January with 
“Pole to Pole,” Douglas Adams. Send $3 to 
P.O. Box 365, University Station, Syracuse, 
NY 138210. 


Video Trades 


Desperately seeking one copy of “Joe Bob’s 
Sleaziest Videos in the History of the World,” 
Double Agent 73. Must be in excellent con- 
dition. Please send info to P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221, or Fax 214-368-2310. 
Wide range of TV and movies. Looking for 
Australians interested in trading. C. 
Donahue, 910 Pyramid, Garland, TX, USA 
75040. 

I am looking for a VHS copy of Man with a 
Million, with Gregory Peck. B. Carman, 
P.O. Box 456, Kentfield, CA 94914. 


Will trade Even Hitler Had a Girlfriend for 
Project A-ko/other anime. W. Jung, P.O. 
Box 6067, Abilene, TX 79608. 

e 
Novice collector seeks strange, goofy, weird, 
and/or funny satellite feed tapes. Bob 
Ferguson, 12 Edgar St. #3, Summit, NJ 
07901. 
I have music artists and concerts for trade. 
Send your lists and interests to Joe, P.O. 
Box 2422, North Babylon, NY 11703. 


Miscellaneous 


Weird drive-ins wanted! Or any offbeat 
drive-in for photodocumentary project. 
Movies shown on the side of a building, 
screens in lake? Also, huge or busy drive- 
ins? The last one in your city or state? 
Please write to: Drive-In Documentary, P.O. 
Box 9106, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 
e 

Prisoner wants video photos, photos of stars, 
would-be stars, your weird photos. Jack 
Friend, P.O. Box H-39500, Tamal, CA 94974. 


| Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! | 
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7 | your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
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